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frown, Mr. Blythe's open mouth, the dark and pretty Ruth
La Fontaine's nervous smile. He felt Fleur clutch his arm.
" How disgusting!"
The disturbed creatures were finding their holes or had
ceased to scuttle; here and there, a large one, isolated,
seemed to watch them.
" Imagine!" cried Fleur. " And food's been cooked
here all these years! Ugh!"
"After all," said Ruth La Fontaine, with a shiver}
giggle," they're not so b-bad as b-bugs."
Mr. Blythe puffed hard at his cigar.  Fleur muttered:
"What's to be done, Michael?"
Her face was pale; she was drawing little shuddering
breaths; and Michael was thinking: ' It's too bad; I
must get her out of this!' when suddenly she seized a
broom and rushed at a large cockroach on the wall. In a
minute they were all at it-swabbing and sweeping, and
flinging open doors and windows,